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INTIMATIONS

THERE is no movement in the wintry air,

Nor power of warmth in the pale, slanting

glow
Of ineffectual sun on leagues of snow

Nature's white shroud of uniform despair ;

Yet something more than promise quickens there,

Some touch the dormant hearts of flowers

know,
And woods forlorn, extending, row on row,

Enwrapped in vapours blue and thin and rare.

O listen ! In this scene of muted sound

I think I faintly hear the rise and beat

Of lifeblood in the trees ; beneath the ground
The press of eager growth toward the light.

O world ! again thy shimmering leaves I sight,

Blue skies, fair gardens, tender fields of wheat.
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A MISSEL-THRUSH SINGING IN
FEBRUARY

How sweet and loud his music rings,

As, first proclaimer of the dawn,

Inspired, he comes alone, and flings

A burst of song across the lawn !

That wood-born frenzy, heard so near,

And streaming through the open door,

Is full of something strange, yet clear,

A meaning half-uncaught before.

For life is glad, and brave, and wild,

And rapture rises with the sun ;

With love the days shall be beguiled,

And song secure when love is won.

He changes to a minor key
Of passion's tenderness, instinct

With care for other lives to be,

And her to whom his life is linked.
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Yet finer than the champion's note

Seems this mysterious interlude,

Wherein the songs of love devote

Their fervour to the coming brood.

PLANTING APPLE TREES
^

Now let Pomona come and bless

This garden with her fruitfulness
;

Auspicious be the day that sees

The planting of the apple trees,

Scions of breeding, here to start

Careers of purpose. For our part

We rid their beds from hindering stone,

That burrowing roots be well out-thrown ;

Then, succoured from its prostrate plight,

Each in its turn is set upright
And is a tree again, firm stood

For long and generous hardihood,

Now we have pressed the good earth round,

Establishing for each its ground.
ii
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There is a fall of gentle rain

Which through the upturned mould will strain,

Beneficent ;
on slender stems

The hanging drops are crystal gems,
With flush of pink as, here and there,

Black twigs push out to wintry air

A shoot impatient for its flower,

So in young veins the sap has power.

The task is done, a vacant plot

Into a little orchard wrought ;

A thicket reared, of branches slight,

Whereon the small birds will alight,

And cheerily 'mid the leafage flute,

Till passing days lead on to fruit.

THE GROUNDSEL SELLER

AT morning, when the human tides

Of commerce flood each townward track,

Toward the open fields he strides,

An empty basket on his back.

12
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For he is privileged to spend
His working hours in country air,

Getting a wayside dividend,

With vigour added unaware.

The lark is soaring o'er the plough ;

Pale windflowers nod, soft breezes fan
;

The spring is on the coppice now
Who would not be the groundsel man !

Then homeward his selected store

Of little yellow tufts he brings,

Thinning the load from door to door

For pence and every caged bird sings.

Aye, some would give their wage to go
On the brave road a daily span ;

Success and profit never know
The freedom of the groundsel man.



WAYSIDE POEMS

FALLEN IN SPRINGTIME

A VETERAN tree the wild March gale

Shore off, and laid it stark and prone,

To make an ending of the tale

Of verdure many summers grown :

Dead timber, now its days are done,

And vainly comes the wooing sun.

But I returned in days serene,

When growth is for the young and whole,

And there had burst a tender green

Of sprays about the severed bole.

So hard persists the will to live
;

So, late and long, does Beauty give.

EYEBRIGHT

You need not believe all they said, those old

witches,

Who wandered at night, looking cunning and

wise
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And gathered strange plants by the hedges and

ditches,

For tonic, or lotion, or wash for the eyes.

Yet some of the flowers they thought so healing

Have magic, but of a different kind
;

Here is one with a secret worth revealing

A little white flower, with purple lined.

You need not distil it, nor boil it, nor bruise it,

Nor grind it, a mixture with water to make
;

But this is the way in which you must use it :

Each morning at sunrise you must wake

And walk a mile up the hillside breezy,

Gathering Eyebright where it grows ;

Keep on doing this, and you'll find it quite easy

To keep your eyes bright and your cheeks

like the rose.
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A NATURALIST

His frame is spare ; his footstep firm and even
;

His hair is combed by every wind of heaven,

And shades a brow that juts above keen eyes

Well used to watching where the wonder lies

Of nature's secret working in the tree,

The plant, the stone, the shell, the bird and bee

Strange life in myriad phases, that may hold

His study and his joy till he grow old
;

While wood and field his daily steps explore

To add some new discovery to his store.

Serene his state, for he is as a king
No voice nor law oppose in anything.

While other folk go pressed in crowded ways,

He thrives alone and lives harmonious days.

APRIL SUNSET

BASED on a darkening line of ruddy haze,

By gradual tints ascending to the blue,

The west is lighted, in the hour of dew,

With soft reflections of the coming days.
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Now o'er these woodland moss-green alley ways
Weave bud-tipped boughs, with April shining

through,

As reign awhile, in rare and open view,

Skies of the sun while yet the leaf delays.

O chosen hour, when through the fresh, still air

Keen scents are borne, the incense of the spring,

And song blends fuller in the waning light ;

When all the joy the bridal Earth shall wear

She holds in sweet and certain promising,

Asleep within the bower of the night !

THE COUNTRY-TOWN AWAKENING

SWEET chimes ring forth the hour
; cocks crow ;

And tints of mauve and yellow show

Through windy gaps in clouded skies.

All dim and strange the old town lies,

Deep shadowed by a purple height
Where rise black towers against the light.

Orchard and garden, halls of ease

Begirt by dark, mysterious trees,

2 i



WAYSIDE POEMS

Still street and vacant council-room,

Out of a vale of twilight loom.

Day creeps yet slowly down the slope

O'er chimney-stack and red-tiled cope ;

But through a window here and there

The magic of the early air

In labour's wakened homes is breathed.

There comes a morning incense wreathed

Gale-driven o'er cot and hall and spires,

The hurrying smoke of breakfast fires.

HOME

FRESH as the violet, from your dreams

You come at dawn, in simple gown
Attired, your dark hair hanging down

;

With quiet gladness that beseems

Before the busy day.

The light increases o'er the hills

And makes a glory in the cloud
;

The vale is still
;
no bird sings loud.

This peace, because your heart it fills,

Passes not soon away.
18
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I watch your gently moving hands

In homely task beside the fire

An idyll to his heart's desire

Who, poor, possesses faery lands

With love and song well stored.

Beyond the casement curtains furled

Is chequered shade of apple tree

And play of sun o'er brook and lea.

A morning cheer is on the world

And you beside the board.

AFFORESTATION

WHERE stunted grasses clothe the wasted land,

Or heather tints cold moors, in mists by night
Rise ghostly shapes of trees on every hand,

Whose bones by day lie buried out of sight.

The while they wave their phantom boughs,
a voice,

As of some desolate wood-nymph, cries in pain :

" O let these stricken fields once more rejoice,

And plant for me the shadowy woods again !

"

19
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I dreamed when pale dawn broke o'er such a

place

It came with fragrance of a forest air,

With singing birds, and music of the chase,

And sons of old-time foresters throve there.

DIFFIDENCE AND CONFIDENCE

As, toiling in the midnight hours,

One thinker plies an earnest pen
To bring to light his latent powers
And earn some little praise of men

;

How oft he doubts his flowing hope,
So stretches thought into the dim,

Of infinite clues and vague to grope
And if the task depend on him !

Another, creature of the sun,

Goes light on a successful way,
But beckoning, and reward is won,

So blithe to him does Fortune sway.
20
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Because he always hopes, he reaps ;

Or, always reaping, feels no doubt ;

Howbeit, this king a castle keeps,

While humble genius dwells without.

WALKING IN RAIN

ON with your weather-proof coat and your gaiters:

Come walking with me in the wind and the

rain !

Shall climate's adversity turn us all traitors ?

Nay, lovers of nature shall lovers remain.

Hark, in the woods, to the song of the patter

Of myriad drops on the flat of the sprays ;

O'er the tilled leagues the wide sheets of them

scatter

Refreshment, and promise of bountiful days.

Fierce o'er the hilltop the drizzle is driving,

Brisk with a challenge that whips in the face ;

This is a boon worth the pressing and striving,

To meet the bluff storm in the height of his

place.
21
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Now on the crest that looked drear from the

valley

We laugh in the heart of the clouds
;
we

survey
The arena of space where the hosts of them rally

And push the pursuit of their boisterous play.

Over the waste the hurricane whistles,

Buffeting lop-sided lone trees again,

Bending the grasses, the ragworts and thistles,

Drenching the hedge by the desolate lane.

In lowlands of pasture there leaps in the runnels

Water that went through the roots of the grass ;

Springs at the hill-foot leap forth from their

tunnels

Swirling and brimmed, with the lustre of glass.

So to the streams, to the broad-bosomed river,

Gather the generous draughts fresh-distilled
;

And we and the earth render thanks to the Giver,

For pulses of life with new vigour full filled.
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SUNRISE OVER THE SEA

THE sea in storm has roared all night,

And unabated moaned the gale

In pitchy gloom ;
and now a light

Begins afar, suffused and pale.

Lone seabirds out of eerie haze

Arise, and wheel their wild career ;

The distant shapes of cliffs and bays

Like phantoms loom, and flush, and clear.

Now, where through dark they delved the brine,

The fishing-boats are still asway,

With orange sails and shapely line

Against a sky of rose and gray.

The broadening day shows, far and wide,

The thundering breakers' foaming ire
;

Then, where the sea and sky divide,

Ascends the amazing orb of fire.
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LOGIC

THE bee 'neath the roof of glass was right :

"
Straight ahead is the way to the light !

"

To dip under the gutter, no instinct taught him
;

So he fluttered on and a sparrow caught him.

DIGGING

WHEN the first gardener left his Paradise,

Decreed to start afresh 'neath alien skies,

Upon his naked shoulder forth he bore

The potent tool of first-imparted lore

The spade, the desert-changing implement,
The key to fruitfulness and hale content.

From that old time and to the utmost land

His skill has come
;
and though men turn their

hand

To new devices of a complex day
Of wider work, and toils of thinking, they
Who never ply his ancient, simple art

Are further from his Paradise apart.
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Give me a leisured hour to delve the crust

Of earth's vitality, to feel the thrust

Of iron through rich loam, to use the strength

A man should have, and work the gradual length

Of upturned soil then I am tuned to the flow

Of natural movements all, serene and slow :

The rising of the sap within the trees,

Ascent of morning, tidal pulse of seas,

Uplift of blades from winter-buried corn,

Flower from seed, winged life from embryo born.

Slow movement changes all from old to new

Eternally ;
a myriad lives indue

This crumbling mould with power the primal
rock

Was void of, so the grass shall feed the flock,

And gardens men, and produce shall not end.

So they who labour at the furrow blend

With the world-spirit ; and my single rood,

Subserves the cosmic plan. A further good
Than harvest waits on toil in breeze and sun,

For we and the flowers are kin, and all is one.

2 5
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A WINDOW-NOOK

I FOUND a window-corner seat

One day, so in its place designed
That here contentment was complete,

In rest of body, peace of mind.

This armchair, simply made, of wood,

With one thin cushion, and a frame

Easy, but not luxurious, stood

Just where the morning sunbeams came.

It faced the room. On either hand

A casement looked, one storey high ;

To right, a row of beeches stand
;

To left, green valleys and the sky.

Upon a hilltop, and alone,

The house stood free to every air.

It seemed as it had never known,

In all its tale, a human care.

Calm mood was in the screen of boughs ;

Expansive thought in distant view
;

Adventurous schemes might here arouse,

Or sleep compose, in season due.
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For lost delight of this retreat

No ampler lodging may atone.

Yet maybe they are doubly sweet,

All happy corners not our own !

DAWN

A GENTLE rustling strikes the chilly air

Where darkness holds in prison monarch trees ;

A scent and sense brings the awak'ning breeze

That stir in Nature's veins ; and Dawn the fair,

Brushing the slumb'rous poppies from her hair,

Now shimmers misty o'er the silver seas,

Lights the gold hilltop and o'erspreads the leas,

Fresh garlands weaving for the Day to wear.

And I, the lonely watcher through the night,

Saw visions in the Orient come and go ;

Fancies that told me of a wondrous morn
To come and clothe the soul of man in white

And make it great, serene and Godlike. So

The world that meets me leaves me all

forlorn.

27



WAYSIDE POEMS

ON A CERTAIN ANTHOLOGY OF SONNETS

SONG from the bough comes unconfined, un-

knowing
The fate of death befall'n to kindred things

Lost in the bitter famine-time of snowing.
Sun is upon the earth

; and life has wings.

Poets of this small book, a sceptic sorrow

Pervades your golden art like base alloy,

Because all things have end on some far morrow

I pray you, rather sing of present joy.

THE WOODCHOPPER'S SONG

OUT in the breeze I swing my blade

With measured crash and shock,

Smiting the growth of forests laid

Upon the chopping-block.

Bold pines that towered to the blue,

The pliant hazel wood,

Great boughs of elm, in lengths I hew,

To yield house-fires their good.
28
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My trade is manly, clean, and sweet

With scent of resined vein
;

In piling chips about my feet,

Sap fragrances remain.

Where this wood-stuff grew, there grew I.

No more a man might ask

Than ply, his native home near by,

A wholesome daily task.

No towns for me, though I were king.

A freeman of the axe,

Out on the hills I work and sing

Among the brushwood stacks.

AN INDOMITABLE

DROPPED from the wearied hand of a child,

A woodland flower lies in the wayside mud.

Severed from parent plant, it has only an hour

to live
;

Yet it has lifted its head toward the sky.

29
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PERPETUAL FIRES

OF old were priests who kept, with curious art,

Their temple's votive flame for aye aglow ;

A baleful omen would some traveller show

In depths where Vulcan forged a fiery dart,

Or fearful rocks whence burning naphthas start
;

Yet not these signs portended weal or woe
;

But who seeks fire unending, fierce or low,

Let him behold it in the human heart !

Greed and ambition, jealousy and hate

Live on, to overthrow the best we sought ;

Even in love itself does anger brood.

When shall some potent alchemy abate

These fires, till they to gentler use are wrought,
And ardour for the universal good !

A SUBURBAN RAILWAY CUTTING

ON banks broad-sloping to the rail

The town and country meet
;

Where smoke and clamour still prevail

Are meads of marguerite.

30
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The trains go by with muffled sound,

Deep in a flowered way
Where vetch and buttercup surround

The sorrel in the hay.

Beflowered the boring of the hill,

Its cavernous, reeking mouth,

With promise of the sights that fill,

Beyond, the sun-bathed south.

For there are fields of marguerite

That kiss the open sky,

And meads of joy where, calm and sweet,

June nights and days go by.

THE PLANE TREE

No king of strength like rugged oak

Hard-limbed, that ocean bulwarks made ;

Nor like fair lady-birch, to evoke

The artist lord he is of shade.
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The tree that Xerxes decked with gold,

That shaded Diomedes' tomb,
And garden courts in Rome of old,

From east to west yet lifts his plume.

Firm-rooted giant, boughs out-thrown

Fantastically forked, o'erlaid

With leafage broad, in streets of stone

He thrives as in the forest glade.

O'er London avenues his stems

Hold shade, to temper scorching lanes
;

They wind in beauty by the Thames :

This might be called the City of Planes.

Price in the mart he gladly lacks
;

So, long in many a fair demesne

He lives, exempted from the axe,

To flourish in abundant green,
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FALLEN PETALS

FAST as the glow of winter dawn,
The flush upon the almond died ;

Of fruiting trees the petalled pride

Was spent and shed upon the lawn.

Tall chestnut-spires of pink and cream

But newly built were crumbling down ;

Gone is the queen of May, her crown

Left bare till autumn corals gleam.

The lilac fades
;
the fair wild-rose

Is but the creature of an hour
;

So soon each long-awaited flower

Gives out its sweetness, and it goes.

Yet of all splendid transient things

What sight we have, the more we prize ;

The joy has been ;
and wonder lies

Around the gifts the new day brings.
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THE WINDFLOWER

FAIR daughter of the wind,

Anemone,
No gale could be unkind

Nor Storm King be so blind

To shatter thee.

Crystal of snow, pink-flushed of Spring, thy cup
Star-like and beautiful looks up,

Trusting the skies. Where thou, the wood-

land's gem
And crown, dost lightly sway on slender stem,

All birds sing rapturously,

For snow and storm and death are left behind.

THE QUIET SHORE

A CALM has fallen on the sea

And tamed its ruder melody ;

Like whispers lap the little waves

Where broad the tide, incoming, laves

The level shore. How slow they rise,

The watery ridges, elfin-size

34
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A thing for wonder how they stand

While storm and speed no more command
;

Then lazily they form a crest,

And on the sand subside to rest.

A sea-song 'tis, to silence near
;

It has no word of haste nor fear
;

And the blue haze of evening seems

The veil before a land of dreams

That we might reach across the bay
Far islands where the sea-nymphs play.

The westward radiance lends a flush

To mist and water. Now a hush

More deep descends on all. . . . The moon

Comes up to hear that slow, sweet tune.

ASPHODEL

THE robes of Night pass rustling through the

glade,

And in her wake a faint, mysterious breeze

Comes sighing in the vaultage of the trees,

Then ominous stillness makes the heart afraid.
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No kindly being thus has overlaid

The brake and sward in deathly mists that

freeze

And cloak the air, till but the night-bird sees,

Who thrills with cries the spirit-haunted shade.

She whom the timid spirit did foretell,

Dim shining where the stagnant water lies

Sits calm upon her immemorial throne,

Wreathed round in starry flowers, pale Asphodel
Yet watching, tearless, and with beauteous

eyes

That heal the soul forwandered and alone.

THE TEMPLE

I WILL go up and pray by this firm crag

Of piled granite, old, immutable,

Lifting its head to spaces of the cloud.

Since the unfathomed days that shook these isles,

When earth was in the moulding, there have

sprung

Many and various temples from man's hand,
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Devoutly meant
;
and still there is a hope

In prayer and anthem ringing to the skies.

Yet doubt returns, that ne'er within those walls

Was more than noblest things achieved by

thought
Advanced thus far, but bounded by itself.

God, in the churches, answers not by word

But must be known by faith. Yet, does he come

Within the vaulted roof his creature built ?

Or does he rather speak upon the wind

That blows across some solitary tract

Unaltered from the prime, mist-capped, untilled,

Naked, forlorn, and strange beneath the stars?

For this, the rock is dumb ; but it was first.

And so I take a station back in time,

The clearer to survey. If they speak truth,

I may perceive it better from this place ;

And if they lead away, then this leads back

Toward the seeking of the unknown God.

I shall at least find majesty and calm,

In the resort to me the nearest heaven.
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ALDWYCH UNBUILT

LOOK, through the fence, what Planter has been

here

And set for a delight this untrod space

With splendid crimson flowers, of natural grace

Unawed within a closed and alien sphere.

So soon she claims what only has been clear

But lately, from a crowded dwelling-place

Of older London covering every trace

Of buildings' overthrow, the waste to cheer.

About the stony hillocks other weeds

Take arid rootage, thriving in the sun

Dock, coltsfoot, thistle, mustard many an

one

The ploughman knows. . . . Afar in quiet

meads

My thoughts go forth the while I musing

stand,

Forgetting that behind me roars the Strand.
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THE FOUNT OF GENIUS

IN no man's garden, by no great high way
Where common men might drink and be as

gods ;

By wizard-rod of Wisdom, unrevealed
;

Who seeks shall find it not, though far he stray

By Eastern oases where the palm tree nods,

By ancient sources turning classic sods :

For all his quest, it ever stays concealed.

Beyond the dreams of man, diviner drink,

It dowers with sight increasing more and more,

To find, in utmost beauty, higher still ;

Sustaining pulses ever on the brink

Of prospect new and infinite, priceless store

Of undiscovered good they may explore,

Those favoured men who drank and had their

fill.

In some ethereal state before their birth,

They have imbibed this draught whereby they

glow
With life and light exceeding all the rest

;
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For the deep well they draw is not of Earth
;

And so, communed with its perennial flow,

From height to height, from strength to strength

they go,

Speaking the things of heavens made manifest.

REBELLION

O JUNE ! you make it hard to keep
The old secure but arid way

Where crowds press hot and ruts are deep
But bread comes surely every day.

O, where the honeysuckle twines,

Escaped my bonds, I long to lie,

And, when the golden day declines,

To dream beneath the glittering sky ;

To turn my steps where Fancy leads,

And find each rising morrow new ;

Contented if my little needs

Be stayed with nuts and draughts of dew.
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Safe competency, galling chain !

Sure wage to earn, and freedom lose.

My joy should conquer gale and rain

O June, you make it hard to choose !

SHADOW AND SONG

THE singing-birds are silent in the ray

Of lavish noon, forgot the first wild trills

Of rapture in the dawn, when hope fulfils

The dewy meads, and terror slinks away.
But if, in change and storm, a shadow of gray
Hush the green woods the while it, pattering,

spills

Its waters on the earth, then, through all ills,

Anew breaks forth the mad, sweet roundelay.

Like them, the poet has his hour that brings

Immortal music ;
times that come and go

With splendid promise and a dear regret.

Conflict and doubt are in him while he sings

The words of courage ;
and his best shall flow

From ecstasies of joy and sorrow met.
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ASPIRATION

O, MADLY joyful small lark perched on a railing,

Strange meaning is in the flood of music you

pour !

Hearing the chorus of great larks distantly sky-

ward,

How you are fain for the strength to mount and

be one of them !

Therefore your singing is tense for the marvellous

future,

The overlordship of height, and the coming of

love.

THERE IS NO NEW THING

(After Longfellow]

WITH all that the ages have thought and said,

And the men of wisdom writ,

Little it boots when the wine is red,

The sun of June shining overhead,

Or the lamps of pleasure lit
;
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For experience hears a song
Whose burden seems to say :

The world's way is a child's way,
And the road of thought is a long, long road.

Each of us hopes, in his early days,

To join in some great advance

To help Philosophy from its maze,

And lead men out of their trivial ways
Of thralling circumstance

Till we make one of the throng,

And at length we must come to say :

The world's way is a child's way,
And the road of thought is a long, long road.

Tradition, and symbol, and ancient lore

Must surely be put to rout
;

We moderns must carry our banner before,

Till of undreamed knowledge we open the store

To the world, and Eureka ! shout.

But where hope burned bright and strong,

A darkness spreads o'er the way
For the world's way is a child's way,
And the road of thought is a long, long road.

43



WAYSIDE POEMS

We tire to explore what we cannot know ;

We must labour productive ground ;

And man, in a scheme that is ever slow,

Must live, as he lived long ages ago,

His simple daily round,

Finding content in a song
Whose burden seems to say :

The world's way is a child's way,
And the road of thought is a long, long road.

PIONEERS

i

BRAVE almond tree, apparelled like the rose

In unpropitious days miscalled of spring
If thou survive the last, belated snows,

Earth's smile shall company thy blossoming.

ii

Ye visionaries prophesying good,
An age of reason, and a world of love

Though such things be as most ye have withstood,

May ye behold the dawn for which ye strove !
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ON A COMMON IN KENT

SMOOTH, still and dark the lilied lakes,

With white swans mirrored in the shade

Of kingly pines ; and evening makes

A misty magic in the glade.

Beyond the purple heathered hill,

In storm-clouds fades the golden light ;

Down where the mosses hide the rill,

The leafy glen is hushed in night.

In this deep dingle strange plants bloom,

By day unknown
;
and reeking scents

Of stagnant waters fill the gloom
Where life in moist decay ferments.

And, 'mid the rushes, Asphodel

Spreads, wan in twilight, yellow flowers.

Old days and silence weave a spell,

With little stars to light the hours.
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MATINS

DOWN through the shadowy pines on the summit,

spreading,

The beams of daybreak, over the edge of the

world,

Flash on the boles of bronze, and the gray oak,

threading

The labyrinth of leafy banners unfurled.

Waving, the leaves of the ashen sapling flicker,

Whose dappled shadow on knee-deep bracken

plays ;

Dark is the screen of the brushwood growing

thicker,

Bright are the spears that the crimson fox-

gloves raise.

Each thing set in the sunlight stands dis-

playing

Itself for me
;
for me the grace of the brier,

Feathery grasses, pendulous woodbine swaying,

Towering spruces pointing higher, higher.
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Something enchants this airy temple of morning,
Elusive

;
an olden peace to the earth it brings ;

Then the bold sun surmounts that passing

adorning,

And the cooing doves depart with a clapping

of wings.

THE SOURCE

As I watched the water springing

In the grot beneath the hill,

While a thrush in the boughs was singing,

And the woods were sweet and still

To the tinkle and murmur ascending,

As of flute and a silver bell,

I listened, and surely was blending

A voice from the cool of the well :

" Drink with thy lips, O Mortal,

And drink with thy soul of me
;

Who seeks at my crystal portal,

Though bondman, he shall be free
;
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" Come hither, O faint and care-ridden,

Where life-giving waters have birth
;

And learn of the secrets hidden

In the mystical bosom of Earth."

ON THE HEATH

BETWEEN the thyme and heather lie

Sea pebbles of an ancient shore

That left its driftage high and dry

Here, where old waters beat no more.

The broom has massed its gold to-day

Against the skyline's turquoise blue ;

The linnet chants a roundelay ;

Unfurls the bracken, green and new.

The naked Briton had his cave

Within these fosse-encircled dells
;

The turfy slopes became his grave ;

His town is 'neath the heather bells.
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Of primal flood, and spade of man,

Through age-long stress of wind and rain,

The changeless heath preserves the plan,

But far in sleep is lost the pain.

This morn the world is young and fair
;

The sound of joy is in the hours ;

And from the mounds of buried care

Has sprung the sweetness of the flowers.

THE IDLER

MY thoughts are like the thistledown

Upon the eddies of the wind

Ecstatic things, of slight renown,

But speeding broadly, unconfmed.

My heart is like an aspen tree,

Pervaded with unspoken song,

With hush and murmur as the sea
;

A lute with ever-changing thong.
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My way is full of light and shade

Like fields whereon cloud-shadows run,

With earth and heaven a prospect made

To point the glories of the sun.

Let only change and movement fill

The hours with buoyance of the new,
Then I indulge my fickle will

And leave ambition, sirs, to you.

TRAINS

(From the French of Henry Bataille)

UNDER the station dome the sleeping trains

Dream in the dew, then clank, and forward

glide. . . .

I like the long goods-trains which, in the rains,

Go clattering through the quiet countryside,

Their laden trucks with wet tarpaulins spread

Or pass the long, still night within their shed
;

The cattle trains from whence a plaintive lowing
Of prisoned beasts calls to their home farmyard ;
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Those great black vans, in autumn showers

glowing,
Effaced inscriptions, windows dim, close-barred,

Poor derelicts for whom is no more going.

I see the station lanterns in the dawn !

There, breathes a drowsy engine ere it start ;

A face appears, again the blind is drawn
;

Outside the yard, a waiting carrier's-cart,

With jingling bells, to hamlets lone invites.

There comes, from dark compartments, whisper-

ing. . . .

A train roars past, red blinds and flickering lights,

A monster in its haste of suffering,

That pens us blinking in our corner seat

Until its endless length shall pass away. . . .

A halt, where landrails call in meadows sweet,

And chimes one gray church-tower. ... A
tense delay

Thrilled by a distant whistle on lines blocked. . . .

Gaunt signal-posts ranged through the darkened

land. . . .

Mysterious calls we cannot understand
;
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Then, past the endless hours that swayed and

rocked

The mind into a like abandonment,

With thunderous entry, with triumphant blast

For its won journey, rolls the train at last

Into the great town's stir and wonderment.

So fades from vision all that shining line

That led me o'er the world, from dream to dream
;

The rails far-stretching in the bright moon's

beam,

The trains I told that bitter mood of mine

For journeys glad embarked-on, to a charm that

died. . . .

I like the trains that thread the rain-swept

countryside.

THE NEW WEATHERCOCK

" FROM now," he said,
"

I flash my wing of gold

Amid those various weather-tarnished vanes

Poised o'er the smoky town. Let all behold

My hue, the same in sunshine and in rains.
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"
I can't avoid, they say, the general taint

Of atmosphere that covers all with grime
That it is best to yield without complaint
To smirches irresistible as time ?

" Fools ! I announce my independent will :

As I discharge my duty I will gleam
With uncorrupted face, through good and ill ;

Such joy there is in every natural beam."

Long after, on a windy day, a youth
Looked up to see a vane that creaked aloud

" A poor old wreck he'll hardly tell the truth
;

So dulled, he can't be seen against the cloud !

"

THE RECLUSE IN HIS ROSE-GARDEN

O, MORE than wine the virtue of their breath

Leaps in the veins, so that the common world

Is full of beauty lately unperceived.

No longer those devices captivate,

Owing their semblance to the dyer's art,

In pomp of costly robes and draperies,
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Such is the large diversity of hue

And silken texture here. Remembered scenes

Of splendour known in distant journeyings

Dawn o'er the summits in a mountain land,

The clear-limned colouring of tropic isles,

A thousand aspects on adventure's path

Were generous in their day and part ;
but now

Quietly lives in one fair rosery

All natural grace within a reach of the hand.

So, because fame will follow any wind,

Since wealth is not enough, and friendship tires,

And at the end of thought is weariness,

Let me regard one perfect thing, and dream

That love could be as perfect as the rose.

THE PRINCE'S QUEST

" TELL me, Thrush, what 'came of Mabon
Stolen when but three days born ?

"

Said the Thrush :

" Since first I came here

By my pecking I have worn

This old smith's-anvil to a shred ;
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All that time no word was said

Of Mabon stolen from his bed.

But ask the Stag with antlered horn."

" Tell me, Stag, what 'came of Mabon ?

Old you are, and you should know."

Said the Stag :

" One small oak sapling

Grew on this plain long years ago,

Until it made a mighty tree

Of which now but a stump you see
;

Yet, 'tis no use to ask of me
;

But to the old Owl you must go."

" Tell me, Owl, what 'came of Mabon
Three days after he was born ?

"

Said the Owl :

" This open valley

Once great woodlands did adorn.

Hosts of wild men laid them waste
;

Another wood the old replaced ;

Yet through them never Mabon paced.

But ask the Eagle, King of Morn."

" Tell me, Eagle, what of Mabon
Stolen in the bygone years ?

"
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Said the Eagle :

" This low rock-top
Used to tower to heaven's piers,

Where I pecked the stars. But yet

Only one more old can state

What you seek of Mabon's fate

The Salmon, 'scaped from fifty spears.

'" Salmon of the river Severn,

Tell me whither Mabon calls ?
"

The fish, the prince upon his shoulders,

Rode up the tide to Gloucester's walls
;

And Mabon there in prison lay.

The prince's army gained the day ;

And, Mabon saved, all took their way

Rejoicing homeward, chiefs and thralls.

FIRST AND LAST

THE sapling pine is undismayed
To see its veteran neighbour prone,

By tempests slowly disarrayed,

Now mercifully overthrown ;
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Its eager function to increase

Holds courage and unquestioning peace.

But how when youth shall grow to age,

And feebleness begin to mark

With lops and scars from winter's rage,

That leave its aspect strange and stark ?

Upon those boughs no storm o'ercame,

It makes its foliage just the same.

IN THE HEART OF THE GALE

BY furze and brake a stony way
Ascends, with glimpses of the sea,

A promontory grim and gray,

The butt of all the winds let free.

It is a place remote, unfilled,

With hollows left to stunted thorn

And scanty bush where no birds build,

Where passing seagulls cry forlorn.
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A lonely wilderness seems all,

For ever given to bleak and gloom ;

But now the pathway skirts a wall,

And o'er the wall are flowers in bloom.

A garden ! Asters mauve and white,

And mallows crimson, bright-hued sprays

Of many things that make delight

In harbourage of sunny days.

Here one has set, 'mid sturdy trees,

His eyrie home, his hedge, his lawn
;

Here, lulled by storm, he wakes and sees

The windy glories of the dawn.

COLOUR HARVEST

GATHER fair trophies from the thinning hedge
While yet brown Autumn stays. The wind

blows cold

Where dead leaves choke the pathway's brambled

edge,

And beeches scatter showers of bronze and gold.
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Crimson hedge-maple, russet leaves of oak,

Cascades of clematis like drifted snows,

With tribute of green ivy's clinging cloak

Dark-berried, and the scarlet hips of rose.

Crown the rich gleaning with the black and red

Of guelder-rose's fruit, brown sedge and grass ;

Beneath gray skies such colour-feast is spread ;

Fill full thy hands, for soon the revels pass.

High on the mantel dress the fruited sprays,

A gleaming drapery where the firelight glows,
So to remember flowers and sunny days :

Thus Autumn leaves her graces as she goes.

LEAVES ON THE WATER

IN dropping shower, from off the elm

They part, and light upon the lake

A fleet forlorn, without a helm,

Each crumpled sail a yellow flake.

There broods a stillness o'er the park
As the great tree sheds down its leaves ;
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Without a sound or ripple-mark
The glassy pool its charge receives.

And now they slowly leave the shore,

As all things trend where Fate shall tow
;

Like youth, and mirth, and golden store

In vanished days, they drift and go.

PILGRIMAGE

(From the French of Auguste Dupouy)

To me return no charms in scenes of old
;

Much had I read the poets, and my heart

Cried out for things the days of childhood hold
;

So, leaving sound of bells and din of mart,

I journeyed o'er the windy heights, to reach

A long-remembered nook of sandy beach.

Is this the haunt I knew ? I pace the shore,

Only to marvel how I once was moved
;

The giant shapes of rocks their hidden lore

No more retail
;

I stand as one reproved,
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For the deep burden of the unresting sea

Is but a noise of falling waves to me.

I cannot fathom whither they are gone,
Those mirages that gave my soul amaze

;

Whither the marble palaces that shone

With beckoning eyes across the ocean haze,

Charged with a mystery of unearthly light,

Keen stars of emerald and chrysolite.

Upon the passing wind there is no voice,

Nor glory in the tarnished faery walls
;

Enchantment is departed. Further choice

Is none, for here the emptiness appals ;

Then come, old knapsack forward, undismayed,
For countries new, whose glamour, too, shall fade.

GATHERING BLACKBERRIES

As you and I go down the lane

To quiet pastures near the sea,

Wild autumn fruit to pick again,

We are as young as we should be.

61



WAYSIDE POEMS

Fair lies the plain, secure from storm,

Walled from the wave by high-flung strand,

Circled by hills
;
where suns are warm

To win the richness of the land.

Here is our orchard ! Round each field

Great bramble bushes trail and climb,

Waiting for us alone, to yield

Ripe sprays, a handful at a time.

Two busy hands pull off the .spoil

That plumps into the basket fast ;

The hour is charged with pleasant toil,

Bright moments, like the fruit, amassed.

And surely never was so fair

A green and gold September hedge,

Framed by the blue
;
while fragrant air

Brings murmurs from the ocean's edge.
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THE RUINED SATELLITE

ILL-FATED Planet ! For your birth

Unwilling to endure the age

Imposed upon the molten Earth

Gods must have laughed to see the rage

With which from out her side you hurled,

To shape, afar, a living world.

Soon you attained an ordered spin,

And 'gan to close your fiery rents,

So beasts and verdure might begin ;

But (weep, O Stars
!)

their elements

You brought not, in your headlong flight

And gods and men behold your plight :

A desolate and cratered sphere,

Of shadows clear-cut in the sun,

Deprived of water, atmosphere,
And all by which a world's begun ;

Your doom, to be a region strange

Of deathly stillness, void of change.

And if, at length, you in despair

By lessening orbit downward climb,
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Then that catastrophe sublime

Of monstrous impact shall anew

Throw into chaos Earth and you.

AN EXPLORER ON DISCOVERING
ARCTIC VEGETATION

WHAT seemed impossible is plainly here

My eyes, astonished, look on leaf and stem

Of living herbage rooted in the drear,

And trees. What current bore the germs of

them ?

Through fifty days of journey o'er the pack
No sign there was of aught that lived or grew ;

Unending glare of white or gloom of black

Put out of memory grace of form a~nd hue.

Now, in this land-made hollow there is spread

The soft and gray repose of spongy moss
;

Tall, sturdy grasses raise their feathery head,

And purple heather tufts each stony boss.
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These things of shrubby kind, and trailing low,

They are the old familiar willow-tree !

A dwarfish grove indeed, yet, even so,

The foliaged boughs are grateful sight to me.

If all the world were always wholly bare,

I think no man (even fed) would wish to live.

I find these growing things, and half my care

Seems vanished, through the happiness they

give.

WHERE IS HAPPINESS?

IT always seems that perfect happiness

Is somewhere else
;

But when you come to think, it's hard to guess

Just where it dwells.

Tired of the crowd, you sigh for that sweet

village,

Where you were happy many years ago ;

But people there, bent-backed from years of

tillage,

Long for the town, with all its light and show.

5 5



WAYSIDE POEMS

You read in books of many folk whose life

Seems never tame
;

They get the romance or the glorious strife

Out of life's game.
But in the real world, happenings exciting

Play only now and then a stirring part ;

To gather picturesque things worth the writing,

And skip the dull, is story-teller's art.

Seeing we're mostly fixed in circumstance

Just where we are,

To find the good in each day's slow advance

Is better, far,

Than discontent. The simplest life holds

pleasure :

'Tis he who digs the soil unearths the gem ;

There's joy in work, and home, and friends, and

leisure,

But all depends on how you look at them.
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THE MIGRANTS

VENTUROUS winged flocks, faring aloof in the

darkness

Over the waste of the waters, forward to

halcyon dales
;

Exhausted, out of the ranks though many sink

down and perish,

Undying symbol to humans : the general cause

prevails.

A SUBURBAN PHILOSOPHY

LET him who will, affect the large delights

That goad and lure in London's central roar,

Think centrally, and quaff the unending
store

Of fortune-favoured days and lavish nights.

Beyond the whirlpool, on these suburb heights,

There's time to learn the creed that less is

more ;

And quiet lives the better may explore
Some things whereof the top man only writes.
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Taunt not the suburb for its little things.

The small mind everywhere is small
;
but here

Such freedom as is not the boon of kings

Will make the wise man rich as, year by year,

Despite a purse that's never amply lined,

He cultivates his garden and his mind.

THE QUEST

FAR at the rainbow-end of dreams

He sought the soul of song, and led

His quest by mystic mountain-streams

Where classic trees their fragrance shed.

Some haunted grove would hold the tune,

Some moment sweep its perfect tide
;

And yet before the rise of moon

The half-caught harmonies had died.

Then on and on
;
but ever so

The tents of Fancy were afar
;

Her festal fire he saw aglow,

Through misty valleys, like a star.
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So home returned the seeker, spent ;

And now the voices of the Earth

Through all his simple hours were blent,

And Music dwelt upon his hearth.

IN OCTOBER WOODS

SPIRIT of Autumn, fair with golden tresses

And azure eyes serener than the Spring,

Surveying in calm pools thy flaming dresses,

In quiet glades where only robins sing :

Since we have followed Beauty through the year,

From primrose-time to poppies in the corn,

Watched, with the nightingale, when stars were

clear,

And trod the mountain height to hail the morn;

Because through all those days we loved the light,

And caught a glimpse of heaven in every flower;

Pilgrims afield, unsated of delight

Where every prospect filled its splendid hour
;
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And because yet we linger, sunward gazing,

As now he fails, whose fire is in thy bloom ;

Spirit of Autumn, for our love and praising,

Delay, delay ! For after thee is gloom.

EBB OF THE YEAR

BEYOND the murk that veils the day,

The dwindled sun has lost his strength ;

And, in a universe of gray,

Down drops the wet last leaf at length.

Like conquered kings, in mournful state,

Stripped of their pride, the great trees wait.

In vales below, with muffled sound

And feeble action as in dream,

And ghost-like, on the wonted round

Move shepherd's flock and carter's team.

Through sleep of the year still man goes on,

Though all that lent him joy is gone.

Not from the stricken fields, the wood

Of dismal echoes through the mists,
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Comes to the prayer a hint of good.
Not here, but in old hours subsists

The heart with desolate days to cope,

Too sad for cheer, too soon for hope.

BEYOND THE HEDGE

THE leaves were dense, the hedge was tall

And full of bloom when it was May ;

A fence of beauty, screening all

The meadows that behind it lay.

Those regions of secluded song,

Where sinks the misty moon by night,

Must to a faery land belong,

Too precious for the general sight ;

A land where we might wander far,

'Mid new, strange flowers in wondrous grass;

A place where jungled forests are,

And clumps of fern too thick to pass.
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A change ! The roaring winter wind

Has stripped the hedge, has unconcealed

The further prospect ;
and I find

A very barren thistle-field !

BARE TREES

EACH in their different ways and hours

The trees have yielded what they lost
;

The windy elms with golden showers,

Like regal largess lavish tossed.

The chestnut's heavy fans of flame

Fell, as they came, profuse and fast
;

Oak leaves, in life and death the same,

Hold grimly, to the stubborn last.

To beech, that yet with cheer of red

Will light a gray November dawn,

Pays homage all that glory shed

Of bronze untarnished on the lawn.
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Light come, light go, the poplar says,

And, winter-bare, is upright still.

The time of trial best displays

The tree-kind's character and will.

Now most itself shall each arise

In its inherited design,

As, clear against the winter skies,

They stand revealed in every line.

CHRISTMAS EVERGREENS

HAIL to these mid-winter spoils of the woodlands !

Green boughs and the smell of the fir in the

hall;

Now in the great city I dream of the good lands

Far spread, with the dome of the sky over all.

Holly, outlasting the bare, stricken beeches,

Is bright with the fruitage of days that were

long;
Back through my banishment memory reaches,

Beholding the sprays, to the arbours of song.
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Trails of the ivy bring with them the graces

That hang by the wayside for all men to see
;

The gleam and delight of its peace-haunted

places

Close cling to my heart as the bines to the tree.

Of the old orchard where apples were ruddy
Mistletoe tells, of the storm-singing bird,

Wind-smitten elms in the lanes that were muddy,

Pilgrimings never for weather deferred.

O, the green branches are fresh and fragrant,

A boon to jaded eyes of the town
;

Amid them old voices are calling one vagrant
The rustle of woods, and the wind o'er the

down.

BEFORE SLEEP

WITHIN the utmost curtains of retreat,

Closed from the day's inevitable jars

And action's teeming hours, comes silence sweet

Like healing airs descended from the stars.
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Build me a tabernacle fair, O Night,

Dark-draped with blue, where thou and I

may dwell,

Rapt with rare music of a dream-delight,

And tales Elysian only thou canst tell.

Call into form those visions I pursue
But find not in the day, those finer things

Which hard realities drive out of view
;

They only live in shelter of thy wings :

Beauty and Truth, and every perfect thought,

In generous share, before this hour be spent ;

So when thou fad'st, O Night, with them, to

naught,
In knowing all is well I am content.
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THE NOMAD

Now let us leave this prospect overworn,

Which we have loved in every lineament,

But is not as it was. The wondrous morn

That, misty, came of old with rapturous song
From strange, dim woods that to no land

belong,

Comes like a common day, its riches spent.

Not in the bounds of any place or time

Inconstant, flitting on, we know not where,

Burns the mysterious flame of the sublime
;

And beauty wearies of a thousand days

All in one happy grove, then onward strays

To sip the nectar of an untried air.

Therefore we two will fare across the hills

To set our home afar in some glad vale,

Where joy we had of yore, reviving, fills

A charmed world of varied vistas new,

And dawns returning bring to me and you
The glow and glamour of an opening tale.
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THE PURPOSE

" ONLY to this," the leaves made moan,
" Leads the rejoicing of our birth

And the green vigour we have known
To wither, and to fall to earth.

"
If but to perish, wherefore made

To feel the pleasure of the sun

Sweet in our veins
; then to be laid

Low in the dust of days outrun ?
"

" Well cometh sleep when it is due,'*

The Earth replies ;

" nor grieved be,

Brave things shed off
;
the life of you

Lives on within the mighty tree."

SEEKING

As the wild dove that, with a haste of wing,

Departed when, at dawn, I walked the wood

Till we make stir, what undiscovered thing

Of beauty may o'er haunts of fancy brood !
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NEW DAYS

O, WHO would be a stay-at-home,

And only know the world through books,

When elms put on their crimson foam,

And louder caw the gale-blown rooks.

When he who seeks the finest gold

Will find it on the sallow-cane
;

When hues no art has skill to hold

Sprinkle the woods like tinted rain.

Above the pastures newly green,

The rolling clouds are full of light ;

The sombre hills have changed their mieni;

Quick waters run with fresh delight.

Let boisterous winds blow south or north

Beseems that March with joy should shout
;

The world's awake ;
and we go forth

From thought indoors to life without.
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FURTHER ON

DESPITE the ills malignant Forces send,

And horrors set about the human way,
Pain is a conflict that must have an end,

And fear, like fire, shall burn itself away.

APRIL SNOW

A WILD and wanton north-wind blows

Across the land of spring ;

The clouds are airy arctic floes,

And, as each pack goes by, it sows

A fleecy scattering.

But Sun is king, and laughs to scorn

The shadows o'er his face
;

And those whirled flakes amid the thorn

Find other flecks, and green, there worn-

Then melt in swift disgrace.
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THE TWO TREES

Two young men planted each a tree :

The one, a tree that blossomed

And scented all the garden sweet,

And shaded travellers from the heat,

Gladden'd the eye from far, and spread,

For many a year, felicity.

The other youth sought happiness

In yellow fruit that would not haste.

He watched his tree both night and day,

And drove the passers-by away.
Wrinkled and gray, at last to taste

He went, and found it bitterness.

THE STORY OF THE CAVE

STRANGE secrets this dark cavern has concealed,

Of fabulous things recorded in the rock
;

A long, laborious volume, late unsealed

By man, the learner. All his little stock
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Of vaunted knowledge here is put to mock
;

His first rude scripts are but of yesterday ;

No seer of old, nor all of wisdom's flock,

E'er conned a page where such a riddle lay

As here old Earth propounds, beneath the torch's

ray.

ii

The air within is still, and touched with haze
;

An oozy moisture coats the slippery floor

Uphill and down, in branched and winding ways
Of limestone tunnel, natural corridor,

By lapse of ages marked with seam and score,

And gemmed with lobes and flowers of stalactite.

In lower levels, where the spades explore

Through red conglomerate, the startled sight

Beholds protruding bones of monsters recondite.

in

Let science dig and guess, and fancy tell

The tale, from when the last subsiding throe

Left firm the basic rocks ; and, fierce and fell,

Repulsive beasts went preying to and fro
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About a land of swamps. With foreheads low,

Here men were too, inhabiting this lair

Through many a bloody conflict with that foe

Most terrible and grim, the huge cave-bear

Which, while they roamed for food, had taken

stronghold there.

IV

Within the utmost burrow of the cave

The human creature had his bed and fire,

And roughly took his spouse, who wept and

gave

Children, in likeness to their shaggy sire,

Born to a world of bitterness and ire.

In all the land was little sound of joy ;

And the most cunning man could but aspire

To hew a clumsy flint, the more to employ
His arm against his kind, to rob and to destroy.

Nights followed days, a score of thousand years ;

Successive generations came and passed,

No better than before. The cave-man peers,
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Half-wondering, o'er the land, the ocean vast

Surging below his eyrie. Then, at last,

There was a quake of earth, that sank the steep,

And, through the cavern doorway, rolling fast,

The waters broke, thenceforward silting deep,
With soil and flints and bones in one commingled

heap.

VI

Each tide returning brought its shingly load

To fall within the cave and inundate ;

But yet for living things remained abode

In tiers beyond the swirl of briny spate.

Here other waters slowly percolate,

Far sunk from rains that fell upon the hill
;

In vaults of gloom they drip and drip, ornate

With forming crystals, that amass and fill

Thick flooring o'er the alleys, there cemented still.

VII

The sea withdrew. A broad and naked shore,

Outside the hole in the rock, became a vale

By channelling river scooped ; its steep sides bore
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Trees and a settled herbage. Then the tale

Of changing life, of altered hill and dale,

The cave took up, at intermittent rise

Of inland floods which, lashed by monstrous gale,

Swept in, containing many a curious prize

Of far-borne soils, and stones of every shape and

size.

VIII

Behold the record of this second age :

The periodic waters came and spread

Their mud upon the stalagmitic stage ;

O'er that were strewn the bones of creatures

dead,

Which, from the unending dripping overhead,

Were thinly cased in film
;
anon there fall

Great blocks of limestone, pounding to a shred

The various litter, 'mid the flood's new haul.

Then a new crystal layer was formed and sealed

o'er all.

IX

Increasing herds of beasts of newer shape,

Endowed by evolution's gradual skill

84



With faculties for rapine or escape,

Lived in that epoch. Looming o'er the hill

The tusked mammoth lurched, and ate his

fill,

While at a distance grazed the timid horse
;

Hyenas, lurking, laughed before their kill
;

Rhinoceros wallowed in the water-course
;

And the swift elk survived the furious reign of

force.

New men possessed the cave, who shaped
a flint

To pattern of those pristine ones that lie

Yet deeper ;
but their relics hold a hint

Of better reason coming by-and-by.

They knew beginnings of a social tie :

Here tribesmen brought their spoils, and

roasted meat

Within the age-worn den
;
from outer sky

A glimmer reached a central, domed retreat,

Where ashes of their fires grew thick beneath

their feet.
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XI

Of better skill is here and there a trace :

The fashioning of implements of bone,

A barbed spear, more certain in the chase,

A needle, so their furs were featly sewn.

No farm nor settled villages they own,

Nor shelter more than flimsy tenement

Set up by hunters in the wilds, alone,

When in the quest of prey afar they went
;

Then at the common hearth was feasting and

content.

XII

Not these rude tribesmen, nor that earlier race,

Were destined to survive and hold this land
;

They, unprogressing, ever must give place

To progress, and retire to some bleak strand

Of whales and icebergs ;
while the earth was

manned

By newer breeds the mystic Orient bore,

That centre whence the waves of life expand,

Age after age, and were at length to pour

A fit and leading type upon the western shore.

86



WAYSIDE POEMS

XIII

The conquering men who of the metals wrought
Their spear and axe, might now contrive to

dwell

In timbered hovels, till the Romans brought
Their sword, their laws, mansion and citadel

;

So what the cavern's later records tell

Is but in fragments furtively cast there :

Vessels of bronze, a brooch, a curious shell,

A comb that graced some noble matron's hair,

Coins, lancets, cobbled boots, and shards of Samian

ware.
\

XIV

But they the Romans called barbarian

Had in them promise of yet mightier things,

Mingled and blent by accidental plan

With various stocks, of whom there ever clings

The useful trait, the art, the traffickings

Of trade and learning ;
till our island race

Abroad upon the earth an empire flings,

Of energy and skill no men outpace ;

And we, maintaining right, shall have and hold

our place.
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XV

How great is man to what he was before !

It is proclaimed from out these million years

Of written rocks. For good and evil more

He sways the earth
;
and though not yet appears,

Through present agony of wrath and tears,

His oft-dreamed world of light and liberty,

He shall stand further when the tumult clears,

With changed eyes his forward path to see,

Then to pursue in hope his godlike destiny.
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